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You are a martial lord, as all men know,
And used to victory your armies are.
Your treasury with silver's filled and gold.
Not such my outfit, much I lack, in truth;
And yet, sir, see, my courage fails me not.
If every man of them forsook my camp,
With crown and sceptre I should go alone
To dare the challenge of your threatening force,
And I should call: Sir, give the realm its due!
I am not he whom formerly you knew,
Not Hapsburg am I, and not Eudolph I,
The blood of Germany flows in these veins,
The pulse of Germany beats in this heart,
What mortal was in me has left me,
The emperor am I who never dies.
When called the voice which lifted me on high,
Who ne'er indulged a dream of regal power,
And when the Lord placed on my humble brow
His empire's crown, anointed then I stood,
In wondering awe, a wonder to myself,
And there I learned to trust in miracles.
No prince was once less mighty than myself,
And now the princes of the realm my vassals!
Those who disturbed the peace fled at my call.
Not I did this; His might affirighted them*
Five paltry coins was all I called my own
When I took ship at Ulm to join my troops.
Bavaria's duke rebelled, he soon succumbed;
Few soldiers brought I with me to this land,
The land itself in plenty gave me soldiers,
From out your ranks they came and followed me,
And Austrians helped me conquer Austria.
Sworn have I peace and justice to maintain,
As has ordained the holy, triune Lord.
And not an inch, a single hair's breadth not
Shall you retain of that which is not yours.imple question
